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Hall Caine'b new novel, "The Chri-
stian," is now unified In one volume.
As a magazine serial, It could not con-
centrate attention, but It will now surely
be met with tli.? "wave of expectatioaaudin
tercst,if not of eiithufciasm, which any new
writing of tt-- author of "The Manxman,"
"The Bondman"' and The Deemster" Is
bound to evoke. But these considerations
cannot give Jt permanency. This is no
creation by reflection. Only inherency
can do that, and only by its own potency
will it remain.

Mr. Came's new work Ib a romance of
contemporary life, presenting a problem
rf Individual fatalism and personal destina-
tion .orkedontib rough asocialandreligious
study. It is a longstoty, thoughconstrained
toone volume. Itlslnfourparts.and though
She chapters are untitled, the larger di
risions are named, sequentially, Tiie Outer
World, The Religious Life, The Devil's Acre,
and Sanctuary.

The Christian Is John Storm, the ton of
a nobleman, a Manxman. He is a ycung
man of tremendous potentiality. He gives
up the honors which the world holds out
to him, he renounce!, his father, and hits
heritage, and he sacririces himself to a
future celilmcy, because of his great love
of mankind, hit. lelief in the necessity of
IirOfCiit social regeueration, his pity foe
tiie impotency of woman's position and his
desire to work out tiie salutary designs
of Providence by living the life he would
preach, in poveity and denial.

Be bas grown to manhood beside the
companion of his Ixjyhood, a Manx girl,
Rlory Quayle. She has caught fire from
n't zeal and accompanies bun to London,
where their work Ehall be done, she to
become a nurse, each believing that they
go in answer to a Divine call.

Ehch goes to his sphere of action.
John's uncle, the prime minister, believ-
ing that his nephew hecks the --church,
like so nianyothprs.forthecareerit offers,
has him Installed as one of the curates oC

the most fashionable and wealt hiest church-
es of the establishment. Glory goes to
the hospital. In these grooves the charac-
ters begin their fretting, for they are not
congenial, John's ideal staggers at the
hypocrisy of fashionable religion. He has
a great heart and it aches foi the poor, he
has a great soul and it reflects to hirn the
shallowness and sin of those near to him
and he hat. a great will and he dares
peak from the pulpit of the gilded

Hie plain, neglected truth of
Bin, life and God. .

The sequel is inevitable. Be leaves.
Slory, too, leaves the hospital. She begius
o learn herself. The leaven of crcat.
moving, nervous London is working in her
simple Manx nature. She feels the has
nlntakea her vocation. Her impetuous
plrit cannot brook restraint. She defies
Jer environment- - She flies to the mirage,
she goes into the world.

John feds thut, subservient to his great
mission, perhaps collateral with it, is his
3Hty to look out for Glory. But his un-
swerving righteousness is Irksome to her.
She unconsciously withdraws herself fur-
ther and farther from him. Finally he
feels thut her impetuosity nab placed her
beyond trim. The disappointment is

He mistakes it for the failure of his
work. It came coupled with the blow of
the hopelessness of regeneration in the
social altitudes of the church. Ke flies
to the other eitrerac He despairs of tb-- j

pobslutUtyorastion, hethrowshim.Nsiron Ui
possibility of penaacc, and prayer. He
joins a brotherhood or Anglican monks,
and beecMne6tuenosthurr.ble and peniten-
tial of the order. A t that time Glory wrote
name: "A Jackdaw isn't to be called a re-
ligious bird because it keeps
ou a steeple, and John Storm Won't make
himself Into a monk by shutting himself
up 1 n a coll."

Glory was right. The seclusion of the
moriHsiery gave him time for thought
He finally leaves it. Be tells his uncle,
beoaase- - I had come to see that the
monastic system was based ou a faulty
2(JeI of Christianity. The theory of
nmiiaetjcitim is that Christ died to redeem
oorntil nature, and all we have to do is
to beheve and praj?. But it isn't enough
that Christ died once He must be dying
tdways-eve- ry day in every one of us.
God is calling us to apply Chris-
tianity to the life of our own time."
And Ltmt is what he told himself.

But the real reason was that he still be-
lieved in his mission of protection over
Glory. And he loved that mission. When
circumstances bi ought to his cell the
knowledge that Glory had left the l.

he felt a call to go and find her and
protect her. When he came out he saw
everywheie, or every wall, in every
window, in all the papers, the name Gloria.
But John did not know it was hio Glory.
Through long vicissitudes she had achieved
greatuem; she was a great actress. He
sought her in vaiu, lor her patrons kept
her wotl guarded. In this he saw her
greatest danger. Again he was moved by
oue of tho- - overwhelming tempests of his
great wii. and he vowed his consecration
to-t- he salvation of woman.

He estaiaflstied a mission with environ-
ing rlttbs for girls. It was the irony or
fate ttit just as his cause began to
grow lite temple was sold over his head.
eaia u a syndicate to build a theater; a
theater for a gieat actress; the actress
was Gloria Quayle. But Glurv was not a
party to it. Light-hearte- d, light-heade-

swept in the tide of life light, she did not
realize the line ol the shore or the under-
currents.

John Storm was now a public character.
Wlh publicity came criticism. It took
frm in the mouths or men; the ignorant
wrote it in had spelling on the walls of
alleys; the witty wrote it in type. Glory
read It. She went to John's chapel. She
heard him preach his arraignment of men.
his pity and liope for women. She was
moved, and went to the sacristy to face
him. Before they parted that night at
her door, whither he had led her, the
told bhn, and'he had repeated it out of his
own heart, what both had known always,
but bad made the terrible mistake or
never telllng-th- ey loved each other

But tbeir ways were far apart and each
had planned his course. This knowledge
came to Giorj after the first delicious
moments for she realized that John was
the stronger, and union with him meant
to go to him, that meant to give up all

he had acquired. She was not strong
ei,ough for that. She proposed to him
a trinity of impossible necessities. With or
weakness to his established standards, but
wonderful martyrdom to self, he ac-
quiesced In all But still Glory could not
make the sacrifice.

TI.cm blows rained heavily on John's it,
heart, but he withstoodthem and gathered
fctreneth To him the inevitable was now in
the extreme Be preached publicly his most
fccarching doctrines. Ho was branded a
fanatic by some; some subscribed him a Is
power. Bo was more a power than he
thought. The ignorant took him literally,
and when be told them judgment was at or
hand they sold their belongings and pre-
pared to meet the Judge. Persecutions
followed. Storm was declared a public
menace His erstwhile followers fell upon a
him and theti Mows killed him.

That was not all of the end. In the days
before, Glory went again to John's chapel,
hut the hunted one was not there, and she
aw a scene of riot and desecration of the

holy man and his holy place. John's last
huralliati'):i was his triumph, though ho
did not then know it at first. Glory's great
fundamentai, natural strength was roused
at last She went home, and, like a
second Romola. gave up her brilliant life
and its emoluments. John Storm was on his
deathbed: she would take up his great
work of mercy to woman. She knew now
that it was inspired of her. To make com-
plete her act of devotion to his cause and
of love tc- - :iim, she stood by his bed in his
last nour and with his hand in hers, took
ills name for hers to carry it a standard in
the cause which was both of theirs John
closed hia eyes in peace. Bis mission was
a success. Glorj wan saved.

In this necessarily disjointed and im-

peaching transcription of the trend of the
story there will yet be recognized the
greatness of the motive, and the great-
ness with which the author has handled ic.
"The Christian" is a great story. It is
great in its simplicity, in its marvelous
breadth, its deep knowledge of the under-
lying foices of human nature, its truthful
indication of the present social weakness
and evils. It is tenacious in Jts inlerent
and it is powerful in its emotional ef
feet. Its art is the glow of the enthusiast
that breathes out of the pages into the
reader.

John ni'd "Glory are wonderfully limned
characters. They are absolutely human;
each is in the leading-string- s of suppressed
cut inevitable love; each battles with the
destiny which is placed In his heart; but
Impulse cGrnradicts; yet each is truthful
to the unvarying needle of the human com-
pass John had a mission; to did Glory.
She iclSnquishcs hers Tor nw.hlle; he mis-
took his and struck upon wrong lines. God
had placed in his heart the love of Glory
Quayle that he might save her That was
John storm's mission The care ami sal-
vation of one woman is a great mission
Bis youth, energy and impulse focused his
eye beyond her Be saw her, but he saw
a crowd of appealing women; he saw a
voridcadingtobim But blow after blow

rained upon him, and he fell a martyr that
she might rise a saint.

Glory is the figure oi the union of the
carnal and spiritual which is in all of
us -- which was !n John Storm. In him
the spiritual was dominant, and he sought
to kill the carnal. Glory gave way to the
carnal in life. She was superficial She
loved what .she saw. Her sight-wa- the
radius of self. But there was planted in
hei heart Hip love of John, and her sal-
vation by it. To claim It meant a terrible
sacrifice. She n.ade It in the end, but
John's life had helped her; it had saved
her.

"The Christian'' is full of story interest,
moving, fascinating and intensely dramatic
It is charged also with ethical value, for
it teaches great lessons. It teaches the
inscrutible plan of 1'rovldence for our
salvation, and how diverging courses lead
to this end. It tenches that men are what
women make them. It is a philllpic asiainftt
the raise Christianity of the Anglican Es-
tablishment, the seKish, timid basic prin-
ciple or inonasticisrn; the social scandnl of
polygamous bachelorhood; the dangers or
fanaticism: the shallowness of wordly glory;
the evils or lower social life; but it glows
with the triumph of the Christian who seeks
to work .ut lire as he conceives it; In spite
of Impediments; In spite of failure; In spite
or everything, with only an eye for duty
as presented by his own conclence.

Mr. Caice has written "The Christian"
with a chaste and beautiful style. Tim
characters will roHow the reader out of
the pages into his heart and life Be has
illuminated it with much skilled characteri-
zation, some deffTiurnor and a diamatic
directness which lends it its next reason
of power after its sincerity and loftluess
of purpose. If his world-wid- e public does
not; subscribe individually to theories and
criticisms he would seem to make, perhaps
we had best remember thatafterall, though
Its inherent subtlety, power and magnifi-;enc- e

seem to controvert It, It is only a
story. And this the author asks us, over
his .wn name, to do.

In a note at the end of the story he dis-
claims personal intent in any line or char-
acter. Be ays: "it will be seen that in
writing this book I have sometimes used
the diaries, letters, sermons and speeches
of many respectable persons, living and
dead. Al&o, it Avill be ?en that I have
often employed fact for the purpose of
fiction. In Coing so I think 1 am true to
the principles of art, and I know I am
following the precedents of great writers.
But being conscious of the grievous danger
of giving personal offense, I would wish
to say that I have not intended to paint
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anj body's portrait, or to describe the life
anv known society or to indicate the

management of any particular institu-
tion.

"To do any of these things would be to
wrong the theory or fiction as I understand

which Is not to offer mock history or a
substitute for fact, but to present a thought

the form of a story, with as much real-
ism as the requirements or idealism will
permit In presenting the thought which

the motive of 'The Christian,' my de-
sire has been to depict, however imper-
fectly, the types of mind and character;

creed and culture; or uncial effort and
religious purpose, which I think I see In
the lire of England and America at the to
close of the nineteenth century. For such

task my own observation and reflection
could not be enough, and I am conscious
that in many passages of this book I have
been ortcn merely as the mold through it
which the metal has passed from the fires
kept burning round about " (New Yorfc

THE MOEKING TIMES, SUNDAY, AUGUST 22, 1897.
I). Appleton & Co. Washington: Woodward
&Lothrop).

A bit of gossip i'u connection with Mr.
Calnc and his new story Will amuse those
who have not lead the book, as well as
those who have. It tells how he came to
nanus hlsheroandheroiue. When he visited
America en Ms Canadian copyright mission
ihe plot was in his mind, but he had not
named the two principal characters nor
written a single chapter.

When he was at the country home of his
Americau publisher, Mr. W. W. Appleton,
in Massachusetts, he called at President
Cleveland's cottage. Outside the gates
o" Gray Gables there was one of those pa
thetic liule churchyards by the roadside
which arc common in New England, and
he went Into It lor the express purpose of
looking Tor the purpose of looking for a
name for ttie nero ol hisnew book. On oue
of the headstones was the name, "Storm. "
which ho remembered having once seen In
a churchyard ou the top of the, cliffs hi
Whitby, Yorkshire Instantly John Storm
was adopted as a characteristic name for
the hero of his emotional drama.

Not long arterward Mr. Calnc wenl to
Canada, passing through Ottawa and To-
ronto, and panslug at Hamilton to attend
a public leceptiou to which he had been
invited by the mayor of the city. As he
was leaving the hotel to go to this recep-
tion a brusque, stalwart young man
opened the door of tiie carriage and closed
it again Something led Mr. Caine to ask
him what was his name. "John Storm,"
was the immediate reply, In an uncom-pioniisln- g

voice. The coincidence was a
remarkable one, and the author, who
had succeeded in naming the child of
his imagination only a few days pie- -
vionsly had the weird sensation of hav-
ing caucht a glimpse of him In the flesh.

TJie heroine's name also has a New
England stamp. Driving with friends one
day from Buzzard's Bay to Plymouth, he
strolled through the cemetery on the top
of the bill above the town and read the
namesof the Mayflower company and their
descendants inscribed on the tombstones.
Be wanted a Puritan name for ills Heroine,
bur he found nothing that suited his fancy.
A few minutes artcr he had left the ceme-
tery he chanced to see the word "Glory"
printed on a stone wall. It suited the
character and the Manx surnumc which
he had already selected, so that Glory
Quayle, like John Storm, may equally
claim Vow Englaudorigln. A faithful scrap
book credits these interesting facts to the
New York Tribune.

Mary E Wilklns' latest novel, "Jerome; A
Poor Man," has just concluded its serial
run in Harper's Bazar, and .was last week-issue- d

in permanent book form. The list
of Miss Wilkins' looks is growing in spite
of the consldciate interval which she per-
mits to elapse between each presentation.
There are now eight books to her credit.

The tact that the story appeared in the
Ba.ar, which is a magazine ror the sender
feminine, somehow suggests the Idea that
it is intended for or appeals particularly to
women. This Impression is quickly dis-

sipated in the reading. Though the romance
is tempered with the delicate and gentle
quai'ty of womanly refinement in some
of its phases, It is, in entirety andaccentl
so in its dominant features, masculine
and heroic,. in a negative and stoic way

Miss Wilkins is true to her lares and
penates, or, to borrow the familiar meta-
phor from our friend the cobbler, she
sticks to her last. New England is her
stamping ground, and there 6he stamps.
"Jeiome" Is a story of people of Ne.v
Engiaud ol the second quarter of this
ceutuiy, we should gather from the illus-
trations, but m-- all else It might be an
exposit'on of me ways and thoughts and
life of people of today.

The tenacity of pride in a poor man
Is her theme Jerome Edwards Is the son,
the only son, of poor and shiftless New
England parents, but there is a rod of
pride from heel to tonsure in the mother,
and she transmits it to her boy. Be has a
vain fear of anyone getting the better of
him in giving or taking, not in selfish
ness or generosity, but in the horror of
possible charity underneath. This weak-
ness which is a steel fiber In his character
goes with him .through life. It is the gist
of the.story, and It Is set out wilhadmlrable
art by Miss Wilkins.

The story is seldom digressive. It is vi
various? In action and is shorn of amplified
description. The author employs incident
for exemplification, and each straw Is u
vane of the direction of the winds of char-
acter. The plot sinks beneath this to a
place of secondary importance. The
reader follows the path of the proud, un-

swerving, albeit occasionally narrow, Je-

rome, con.cious only of the figure before
them and those among whom he is passing.

Tn temperament the tale is optimistic.
t glows with an furnace of

love, which sends forth its flames in spite
of the misdirecting voice of pride, and
the quality of humor sparkles all through.
Of the humorous passages of the story
none is more amusing or generlcaliy char-
acteristic than the funeral gotten up by

a

CAIXE.

Jerome's mother when his father disap-
peared aud they believed him dead. Therewas no corpse and no coffin, but the
woman would have the funeral, the ser-
vice, the mourners, "the gathering, the
mourning and all, partly in humble trib-
ute to thp memory of the unfound, but
partly ia submission to the insurmountable He
inborn pride, which made her answer to as
the neighbors' protestations against the a
foolish proposition, "Why can't I have a.
funeral?" She had it, and the description
of: the strange event Is one of the bestthings In the story.

"Jerome" Is an admirable story, and it
will bring new admirers and firmer friends

Mias Wilkins. She has written It witli
sweet mturalness; sometimes with severe thetruth, but- always with the loglo of human
nature and human consistency on her pen's
tip. It is rich in present excellence, but a

is rich also in the promise of more andperhaps even better work from Miss Wil
kins, Tor its relation to her other stories

denote? the author's art Is crescent and In
the ascendant

The same censor iwho attacked the
grammatical integrltyj of "Madelon" has
doubtless awaited, zealously for "Jerome,"
and has read with an eye open only for
lapses. Be will noj, have to chronicle his
disappointment lu entire silence, for he
will point out that the first sentence in
the book Is an ciiigma;or ambiguity, which
only solves itself to second thought.
The sentence reads: tfOno morning early
!n May, when the wind was cold and the
sun hot, and Jerome about twelve years
old, he was in a. favorite lurking place or
his, which nobody but himself knew."

The illustrations deserve more than a
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word. They are by A. I. Kellar and they
have the trinllv or virtues that they

admirably the spirit or the peo-
ple they depict, they are exquisite ex-
amples of illustmtive art, and they tire
plenteous. (New York Hitrpert& Brother.
Washington: Brcntano.)

Tiie name or Edward James Dunning is
one hitherto unknown to literature, but
from the present publication of hlK"Gune.sf-- i

of ShakCFpcate"' it requires little of the
prophetic spirit in the leader to say that
he will stand henceforth high among
Shakespearian bcholars and commentators.

Until thirteen years ago Mr. Dunning
was a practicing dentist in New York
city. Owing to excessive devotion to
hio business ills general health was im-
paired aud severe inflammation of the
eyes set In, and finally the light went out
Hut he was brave and courageous "The
world in which he hud been so active
and successful failed from him into dark-
ness," wriies his editor, "but he straight-
way discovered 4i now world or bliudless
thought and imagination, wherein for liim- -

telf he mnde a permanent habitation and
lome In addition to jptaining all his soclai
enjoyments, for which he had ever a
keen zest, he began to commit to memory
Mie masterpieces of his favorite authors,
soon having his: full possession a rare and
rich store or the best literature, which
lay before him- like a pleasing land-
scape, in whoe-Rrpv- a pastures and beside
whose still waters he could wander at his
own sweet will, lie: hadalready memorized
large porinns oft many of the plays of
Shakespeare whHjihis nttentlon was called
to the sonnets In these he soon became
deeply interested, memorizing the most
strikiag ones hero and there. Speedily
:iis the sonnets settled
iuto a specific lead, for he began to discern
a unity of thought , stringing every sonnet
on one unbroken thread of wonderful sig-
nificance."

The result of these thirteen years of
study is the proposition of his "Genesis of
Shakespeare." It is in all respects a

book. The originality of his con-
ception the integrity of his philosophy, the
sequence of his logic and the lucidity ofthe
testimony wuich he wrings from Shakes
peare'slinesotamp a veracity upon his claim
and scholarship upon his method which
will astonish the invaded fold of
Shakespearian scholais and establish him
among them as a new aud bright light.

This niuUi only has been patent and ac-
cepted of all readers of the 15 sonneta of
the bard of Avon, that they were addressed
to a nameless youth, whose identity has
heretofore remainedan enigma unanswered.
Who was he? W liy were the sounetswrit-ten- ?

Were thev autobiographical? Were
they desultory liteiary gems linked III" no
chain?

For these questions Edwin James Dun-
ning now corner with an answer. The
import of his efrort is In proportion to
the. immense significance or the questions.
His leaders will be astonished at the
eloquent and adequate answer which he
makes. It Involves a long theory, too long
for leprodncti'in here, condensed only within

larger volume, but he evolves it with
scholarly lucidity and an emphasis and
directness which carry half the argument
of his correctness.

Ilia answer to the question of the idea--tit- y

of the youth of the sonnets is tint
he is a purely imaginative character,
standing in the same relation to Shakes-
peare as did Bsatrice to Dante, "the in-
spiration of his genius and the soul of his
roeric life." His answer to the question
of why they were. written is that lu them
and the group of poems of which they ar
the center, he desired to give a portrait
and history of this ideal youth, by whom
and through whom he had entered into
his own new and beautiful life. The
answer which his theory brings to the
question or autobiography is that they are
truly autobiographical.biit not in the ordin-
ary sense being a record of the inward
rather than the outward experience of the
poet.

The author of this theory believes that he
has in his explanation wholly relieved the
character of those wonderful poems of
tiie revolting suggestion that they are the
slory of Shakespeare's folly and shame
for he affords very strong proof that they
are, instead, the life of the poet with his
Ideal "an attempt to express his as-

piration to become the world's great poet,
not for fume alone, but more for service."

There have been two other Shake-
spearean scholars, as pointed out by Mr
Dunnlug, who have advanced theories
akin to his Own . Both of them published
theii the, .ries lu 1S61, D. Barnstorf, in
his "Key tq. the Sonnets,", holds that the
persou addressed Is Shakespeare's "gen-Ju- s

" He repudiates the claim that the
youth was or might have been a living
person. E. A. Hitchcock, in his"Remarks on
the Sonnets," malntalnb that' the sonnets
belong to what he calls hermetic writings.

says: "We expect to show that lo've, a
used in Shakespeare's sonnets, had not

mo rial being for its object, but an
spirit of beauty, the true

source of artistic births.'.' (Boston: Lee A
Shcpard. Washington: Brentano.)

is
A gorgeous bookto look atis"Wolfville,''

which comes to us rromthe pen of Alfred
Henry Lewis. The cover is brilliant orange,

Illustrations are Remington's, the dedi-
cation is to William R. Hearst, and the lan-
guage is forceful and epigrammatic. It is

book of Arizona tales In dialect.
Mr, Lewis is familiar with Arizona life,

having spent years in the wildest and
woolliest part of the Southwest; and his
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picturesque (style, and dry humor are known
to all readers of the New York Journal, as
well as to those who knew him before the
Journal ll ed. The particular thing which
strikes one In a cursory glance over this
remarkable collection or stories Is the ab-
sence of profanity. Most writers on far
Western affairs appear to think that ad-
jurations in English, Spanish, and Indian
are absolutely necessary to give realism
to their style, but almost the only bad
language In this bookia the expression "a
whole lot." which is only grammatically,
not ethically, bad, and which occurs about
as often as Chlmmle Fadden's clastic In
qulry of "wot t'ellj" The Old Cattleman
who tells these tales wishes to give an idea
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of ills spiritual condition as compared with
that of a youthful parson. He says:

"This ere gent's loo narrow: his head
Is built too much the shape of a quail trap,
tie may do to chase Jack-rabbi- ts and sech.
but he's a size too small for game like me.
Save souls, says you! Why. if that onp'lite
person was to meet a soul like mine comin
up the trail, he'd shorelyomit what to do
entire he'd lie that stampeded- - Be'd be
?ome hard to locate, I takes it, after
he meets up with a soul like mine a whole

The same old gentleman on another occa-
sion exulains the reason why he 13 "aliers
wifeless a whole lot." The danger which

"impended over a Wolfville gentleman is
delicately expressed by a friend, thus-"I'-

powciful afraid he'd spoiled Chero-
kee a whole lot." And when this same
Cherokee, who is a tort of Jack Hamlin
!'i a sombrcio, gets out of a stae coach In
which he is being tumbled over by two
children ("which is about as icfresh'n' to
Cherokee as beln' burned at the stake,"
says the Old Cattleman), and fights a crowd
of Indians, and Is thanked by the mother
of the infai.ts, he says, quite calmly:

"When I makes the play you names, I
simply seizes ou them savages that
as an excuse to get loose from them blessed
children of youin a whole lot."

The especial feature of this book Is thor-
oughly American. Itisthemixlngof slang,
dialect, and what might be called store
talk, as distinguished from the live speech
or the border. Texas Thompson apologizes
for being "a heap petulant," and another
Wolf vlllfgentleman explains Uiafa party
who's goin' tosliinein Arizona as a racon-too- r

has done got to cultivate a direct,
Incisive

Mr. Lewis has a direct, incisive style,
and he surely ought to shine in Arizona,
or anywhere else, as a "racontoor."
'There arc so many sparkling bits of fun

In the book that one might quote and
quote, and never make an end of quot-
ing; but one which Is inimitably Wag-
gish I a character sketch of a mule. The
mule, explains the Old Cattleman, Is bad
medicine- - Be is a kleptomaniac. When
a tenderfoot essays to travel in compaiij
with the mule the owner and friend of the
mule holda foi th brieriy and to the point:

"Don t po near him, colonel, an' particu-
lar don't go crowdin' 'round to get no r'ar
view or him. You all has no idee of the
radius or trat mule what you might call
his sweep You never will till he's kicked
you once or twice, and the information
ain'tworthuo price. So I don't reckon
I'd fool with him, none whatever.

"And, spcshul, colonel, don't lay nothin
'round loose where this yere Jerry mule
can grab it. I'm the last freighter on tno
plains to go slandcrln' and detractln' or a
pore, helpless mule oaless it's straight; but
ir you all takes to leavin' keepsakes an'
mementos layin' about casual an' care
less that away, Jerry'll eat 'em, and the
first you saveys your keepsakes is within
Jerry's interior, and thar you be.

"The Tacris, stranger, this Jerry mule's a
thler. If he'b a human Jerry would be
lynched Butotherwise he's a sincere, earn-
est mule, so I iorgives him bein' a thief an'
allows it's a peccadillo "

In spite of this candid explanation Jerry
one day saunters down by the riverside,
iv here the colonel wns taking a swim, and
he and the colonel "get their destinies
mixed " The colonel's false teeth are filed
away in Jerry.

There is more about Jerry, but no room
here in which to tell the tals.

Other epics leal with the adventures or
Cherokee Hall, from the time he entered
Wolfville to the end of the book; the va
ried specimens of womankind which the
town had the good or to know,
two or three brushes with Indian tribes,
and many illustrations or the quaint

which prevail in a landwhere
honor is homemade The spirit which
brearhes through this dialect and these
adventures is that or Forty-nin- e grown to
the Etature or Ninety-seven- . Itcould have
grown nowhere else but In America. It
possesses the stoicism of the Indian, the
grim tenacity or the Anglo-Saxo- the hot
blood of the Spaniard, and the humor-t- he

humor must he indigenous. It is only like
Brct Harte In dealing with similar types
The treatment Is new.

Bret Barte never had Remington as an
illustrator, either. Remington is pecul-
iarly at home here, and his ranchmen and
miners and faro dealers are as good as
his bronchos and cavalry horses, which Is
saying nil that can be said for any soit
of drawing. The book is one to be

in small doses at a time, like whisky
stralght. Itis too concentrated to be read
through at a sitting. Every touch tells
in tho work of Remington, and every phrase
counts in the work of Lewis. (New York:
Frederick A. Stokes Company.)

A littlp book of laudable ambition comes
from ti-.- pen of Frances Fisher Wood and
is called "Infancy and Childhood." It is

book for mothers and the heads of
families, and careful consideration ot the
information therein, gathered from the
best scientific sources and
for the general reader will go far in ef-
fecting the ambition of the book, which

the prevention of disease among infants
aud children

I-- ; Is sild that in England 125,000 per-
sons succumb every year to preventable
diseases American figures are not pre-
sented, but there is no reason to believe
that, between two countries, where the
schools of practice and ratio of progress is
proportionately the same, there is Ina-teri-

debcrepancy in a like proportion in
re'J-tio- to our general population.

Experts say that diseases take such a
hold on thcconstltut'ou by the time a child
Is grown to fifteen that they are not pre-
ventable. Only In conception, birth, in-

fancy and childhood up to about the fifth
year aie means efficacious to preserve the
integrity of the constitution. Thut Is the
reason that a mothers influence Is to Im-

portant. That too, is the reason of the
importance and value which attaches to
Mrs. Wood's "Infancy and Childhood."

The information hupurted therein is not
intended to make themotherlndependeiitof
the physician, but rathei to lead her to
appreciate the fact that only the souudest
medical advice, supplementing her moat
intelligent and earnest gfforts, can dt
minish the amount of illness prevalent in
her family. T'ho slight knowledge she
will gain in this little book will not make
her iudeiKMidont of tho scientific skill of
lie.-- physician; but tt is necessary merely
that she may be able to with
him, and produce the derired immunity
irom illness.

Tlir; recital of the table of contents will
give a comprehensive notion of the con
tents ot the book: Preventable diseases,
The Young Babe, Regularity In Feeding.
System In Sleeping, Rational Dress, Diges-
tive Disordets, Sense Development, Ra
tlonal Feeding, Sterilized Milk, From In-

fancy to Childnood, Normal Obliquities,
Value of Milk as Food, Contagious Dis
eases, Variation of Rules, The Nursery, To
Avoid and The Nursery
Maid. (New York Barper & Bro. Wash-
ington: Bitjnt.ino.)

Chauncey Depew once came home from
England and told how an Englishman
came to him the day after a banquet at
which he had spoken and told him he had
Just seen the point to one of his Jests. "It
mut have come to you on a freight train,"
replied the American, but that onlyplunged
the Bntou in another sea of doubt. Per
haps this man Is In America. A friend of
the tditor of the Critic entered the Turkish
cafe ol the Waldorf the oilier evening, and. . .. . . . :oemg strucK oy tne abundance of potte--
palms ou every side, remarked to his con
panion that Mr Potter Palmer snould feel
very muchathomethere. II Is companion '3
enly answer was, "Why?"

Marion Hill must be credited with un-

earthing a good thing in literary curiosity,
and the Critic thanked for its reproduction
Expatiating upon the fallacy of longer
writing fairy tales for yonngpeople, Marlon
Hill remaiks that the clear mind of youth
is now too severely utilitarian, and to age
alone belongs the dreaming of dreams,
the seeing of visions and the love of the
marvelous. There is given the reproduc-
tion of the Narcissus myth, after a class sr
level-heade- d children lias passed it through
the crucible of their scientific practica-
bility.

The tale was given to them in about
this shape

"Once a youth named Narcissus was out
hunting with his friends- - He became sepa-
rated from l hem, and, while wandering
al'outlookiugforthem, hecametoa beauti-
ful fountain. Kneeling down be.ide the
water, he saw his own image reflected In
the clear scream, and fell In love with
it. Day aud night he knelt there, Legging
the image to come out and be his dear com
panion. But the face only smiled plead-
ingly at bint, and of course never answered,
so poor Narcissus pined away and at last
died. Bis friends found only his dead boy
They were broken-hearte- d with grief
They went away to prepare his funeral
pyre, but when they returned, the body
wis nowhere to be seen, aud In its place
was a sweet little flower which they
named after him, and which we call nar
cissus to this very day."

Their version is given without comment
The skeptical reader is assured that the
language and ideas are wholly their own-noth- ing

lias been touched up for literary
efreet, and no alteration has been made,
except In the case or some weirdly phonetic
orthogript.y. The word "imaginatioitery"
was kept on account ot its seeming to
possess a flavor ot tclerant forgiveness
not to be found in its cognate terms
"imaginative" and "imaginary."

"Once upon a time In Greece there lived
a man ramed Narcissus, who was very-kin- d

and who was a hunter. I think he
had short, light hair. A peculiar thing
about him was that he never wore a hat,
nor shoes and stockings, and when ho
went out he would wear a sheet jver his
shoulder. One day in this far-of- f land in the
East, Narcissus was out hunting with his
companions, wnen he lost sight of them,
and saw a fountain flashing beneath a
sunbeam. He must have wanted a drink,
for he knelt down and looked in. There he
saw his own image, but he thought It was
a beautiful fairy sprite who lived in the
water. I don't think Narcissus ever
washed himself very much, or he would
have seen his face In the water berore.
Tie was a d man, aud always in
love, so day after day, and night after
night, he stayed beside the clear brook,
wondering and thinking, but never losing
sight or the fairy, as he thought it was.
He said to it, ' You have tits loveliest face
of anyone I ever laid eyes on. Won't you
please come with me? I will surely give
you my jewels, and everything else I have.'

"And the face only smiled at him. He
stayed there forgetting about his meals and
sleep and atlasthedled of hunger. Theidea
of this story Is a sad idea I thinK
It Is an imaginationery story and not true
In some things. Naicissus spoke to the
Image like a'fooltsh baby, and I think the
man who wrote the story made up alotor
it. When the friends of Narcissus found
him there dead, they were fill with sorrow
and tho.y went-awa- to get some wood, for
in those days when a man died his friends
buried him in a woodpile. When they came
uui-- t'iey iOMim cnar, xsarcissus was goiiiHgJ
unu to u.eir .smpriseu eyes mere was a
flower growing in the place. So they
called the flower Narcissus, and to this
.ery day It blooms once a yearnndissweel
and beautiful. It docs not last very long
and has a sweet smell to it. I don't think
Narciosus was very old ''

Mrs. Stowe's Homestead.
Everyone will be surprised to learn that

Mrs. Harriet Bcecher Stowe died almost
penniless, and that her homestead is now
offered for sale. This statement, by Mrs.
Isabella Beeeher Hooker, herself a famous awriter, is made public in a letter that will
appear tomorrow. The twin daughters of
the distinguished writer and philanthro-
pist aTe in actual need. -

It has been proposed that a monument
should be erected to the memory of Mrs.
BainetEeechcr Stowe; but it Unot a ques-
tion of monuments; Itis a question otbread
and butter for her children. The daughters
of Mrs. Stowe have themselves made no atappeal for aid. They are Ignorant of the
fact that others are makingsuch an appeal
in their behalf.

On the same block on which stands the
home In which lived for so many years Mrs
Barrlet Bcecher Stowe stands also the home
of Mark Twain. On its roof there have
also rallen the shadows of evil fortune, but tolife and will and vigor still remain with
him, and it is hoped that kindly humor's
smiles may yet banish the rrowns that dark-e- u

its deaencd threshold.-rittsbu- rg Dis-

patch.

Two Sides of It.
From whom do we get our current

impressions of the extravagance of wom-
en?

From thc men.
From whom do we get our Impressions

of the extravagance of the men?
From nobody.
That is why we are familiar with the

story of female extravagance. If the wom-
en had had a chance to tell of the extrava-
gance of the men It would be another
story New York Worlcl- -

AN ANCIENT'S ADVICE.
The man who fails to take a vacationdoes an Injustice to himself, his family,his employes, hi, country and his God.
This may teem a little strong language,coming rrom one whose hair is silveredwith the frosts of many winters in alumlware store, and whose feet, if not Inthe grave, are standing upon the edgesthereof. But It Is out of this old age, dadthe experiences which it has gained forhim, that ireeljustifiedinmaklngaa strong

a.stntementasthatcontaJnedintfceabove.
When I was a boy. those in the mercan-tile class did not know what a set vaca-

tion was. When I served as a clerk weopened the store at 7 o'clock In the morn-ing and kept it open until 0 o'clock atnight, 3G5 days or the year, with theexception of Sundays; and the nm m
for whom I worked would have run herright open all day Sunday, if the commu-
nity had appioved of such procedure, andhad come to buy. When a town was filled
with strangers and merrymakers, on the

Fourth of July and other davs of jubilee
we boys were kept back of the counterfrom morning until night, and a requestfor the closing of the store on such occa-
sions would have been almost equiva-
lent to handing in our resignation. I be-
lieve wedid shut up on Christmas Day-bu- tnot on Thanksgiving of New Year.
nrIft ot Ule bo? wished a dayofr.oncea year' for S0IUe selal cca
e?luUCl aS a P,Cnic' or thc br'ai ot a .
ft orvSfrA hC Ca,d t.mes obtain

h,ghin the graces of.the old man. The person who hadfilled wi h a sufficient amount of hard?
2rJ"? dCsperat Se to have

weeks' vacation to each oftoe employes during the snmmer months
thrift or one In whose head more wheelshad been generated than were necessary
StofaSr orisination and

I have three clerks in m . r ..,
,iiH , . . : "c,m au---- " l" joung lauy bookkeeper and ste--

WishtoteUrrchantmat I would refrnrvl li-- . . .
mighty poor business policy, if i , nIgive eac,i one of these a full two weeks'vacation each year.

In the first place I tee that they earnit during the remaining forty-eig- weeks.In the second place. I get more good valueout or them In the course of the yearthaaI could if their noses were kept at thegrind-ston-eduring the whole period. In thethin place, no man has i right morally,religiously, economically or patriotJcaUv-t-
cheat a rellow-beingo- of tRat whichis his natural due, and I believe that in theof this universe, God as mucaIntended that the hardware clerk shouldhave a period of bountiful rest in the coun-try, among the trees and flowers, and thethousand and one attractions that a man

meetswhenawayfrombrlckandn.ortar,as
He intended that the flowers nn.i t ,..
and the birds and the running brooks andgood fishing, should be scattered promis-cuously through this broad land of ourswith an invitation to man to go forth andenjoy them.

Iatwa.suiketwoweeks'vacaUonmyself
and am the better man because of is!
Sometimes my family go with me, andsometimes I go alone, but in either caseI come and witha tetteropinion or things in general, a warmer fde
toward humanity, a more comprehensivegrasp of my business, with more kindnessand love toward my immediate associates,a fuller and broader comprehension ami
understanding of my duties as an employera father, a citiren, a Christian and a

The New Ternsalem.
Br. Theodor Herzl, the leader of the

ZionLstlc movement among thp Uefcrews.recently was interviewed by a correspooil-en- tof toe Pall Mall Gazette at Vienna.
After explaining t purposes of te con-fere-

to be held in Basle on August 9" 'Dr. Herzl said;
"We shall first send an exploring expe-

dition, equipped with all the modern
of sdencp, which will thoroughly

overhaul the land from onp end to th
other, before It is colonized; and establishtelephonic and telegraphic communication
with the base as they advance. The old
methods of colonization will not do here.It was in Paris three years ago thut Ifirst hit on the Idea. I had no hopes then
of eer realizing it, but our organization

is now estaDiisiied throughout th- - world.The plan is simple enough. We must obtainthe sovereiKnty our never-to-b-e forgotten,
historical home. At the bead of tha
movement will be two great and powerful
agents-t- he Society of Jews and the Jew-
ish Company .

The rirst named will be a political organ-
ization and spread the Jewisbpropaganda-Th- c

latter ivillbealimltedcompany, under
English laws, having its headquarters

and a capital of, say. a milliard
of marks Its task will he to discharge
all the financial obligations of thc retiring
Jews and regulate the economic conditions
Jn the new country. At first we snail send
XTrry-ii-n skilled labor that Is, the very poor-
est, who will make the land arable. They
will lay out streets, build bridges and rail-
roads, regulate rivers and lay down tele-grap-

according o plans prepared at head-
quarters. Their work will bring trade,
their trade the mnrket and the markets will
cause new settlers to flock to the country-Ever- y

one will go their voluntarily at his
or her own risk, but ever under the watch-
ful eye and protection of the organiza-
tion.

"1 think we shall rind Palestine at our
disposal sooner than we expected. Lastyear I went to Constantinople, aud bad tw- -

long conference with the Grand Vizier, to
whom 1 pointed out that the key to the
preservation of Turkey lay in the solu-
tion of thc-- Jewish imestion. That the
Sultan has taken no unfavorable view
ot my proposals is proved by hi.s having
decorated in?. It is to confer over this point
that a 'Jor.gre-- has been arranged for aft
Basle on August 29. I am told that among
the Bulgarian Jews there is a belief that on
that dateaMessiah willanse; but whatever
may happen, there is no doubt that that
congress will he the redeemer of the Jews-Th- e

Immediate result ot the Zionlstic

Jewish elements and to bringintoactualllfij
new school of Jewish literature"

Jn It on All Fonrs.
Authors have to listen to many dubi-

ous compliments as well as to those which
ate wholly agreeable. Not long ago an
erfusivc youvg woman was seated next a
man who had recently published his first
book, which had received many favorable
criticisms. A dinner was in progress, and

the rircn opportunity the young woman
turned to her neighbor, saying:

"Oh, 1 am so glad to see you! To think
that I can really talk to an authorl I
think it is so wonderful that you should
have written 'The Hawk's Nest."

"Wnat I mean,' she went on, hastily
correcting herself, "is that It is wonderful

think you could have written anything!"
Ihe author's face probably showedome

signs of his mental attitude in regard to
this statement, for the young woman onco
more attempted to make her feelings clear.

"Of course, you understand," she said,
with un uncertain smile and an anxious
note in her voice, "that I mean It always
seems perfectly wonderful to me tfiac any-
body van write anything.no matter how
poor ii is; that Is, you know, even if it
13U' every good; though or course in this
case "

Here she abandoned the field, and with
crimson Cheeks? turned to answer an op-
portune question from the neighbor on her
other side, who happily occupied her atten-
tion during the rest, of the meal, and left
the author free to ponder on thls,hlslatest
compliment Youth's Companion.

H


